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Swing corners. 
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A BALLAD OF REAL LIFE. * . 

WMMUN AID 0©MI?0SE?B BY THE HON, MSS. NORTON. 
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2d V. “ Now pray, my love, put by that frown, and don't begin to scold! You really will persuade me soon you're growing cross and old . — I 
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Well, well, Sir! so you’re come at last! I thought you’d come no more: I’ve waited, with my bonnet on, from ono till half-past four! — You 
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on • ly stopp'd at Grosv' nor gate, young Fanny's eye to catch : I won't, I swear I won't be made to keep time like a watch! I 



won't, I swear / won't be made to keep time like a watch /** 
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feel you will—if you con - tinue so! 
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3d Verse. 

It took you. then, two hours to bow ? Two hours!—Take off 
your hat; 

wish you’d bow that way to me ;—and apropos of that,— 
saw you making love to her—(You see I know it all!) 

|): I saw you making love to her, at Lady Gloasop’s ball!" 41 


4lh Verse. 

“ Now really, Jane, your temper is so very odd to-day! 

You jealous,—and of such a girl as little Fanny Gicy ! 

Make love to her! Indeed, my dear, you could sec no such 
thing: 

)f: 1 sat a minute by ber side, to see a turquoise ring !” 41 


5th Verse. 

'* I tell you that I saw it all. the whisp’rinr and rnmace, 

The flirting and coquetting, in lier little foolish lace. 

Oh ! Chari**. 1 wonder that the earth don’t open, where you 
stand— 

I,': By the heav’n that is above os both, I saw you kiss her 
hand !”:|| 

6th Verse. 

" I didn’t love' Or if I did,—allowing that ’t»s true,— 

When a pretty woman shows her riogs, what can a poor man 

My life, my soul, my darling Jane ! I love but you alone, 

|<- 1 never thought of Fanny Grey —(How tiresome she a 
grown) !’* :li 


7th Verse. 

" Put down your hat,—don’t take yonr stick !—Now prithee, Charles, 
do stay ! 

You never come to see me now. but you Ion* to run away ; 

There was a time, there was a time, you never wish'd to go.— 

|i: Wha' have I d«.ne, what have I dune, dear Charles, to change 
you so 1” :|1 

8th Verse. 

** Pooh. pooh, mr love! I am not changed—hut dinner is at eight ; 
And my father's *o particular, he never tikes to wait: 

Good by**!’’ “Good i-ye! You'll come again?’' “Yes, one of 
tlxwe fine days!” 

H: ** He’s turn'd the street— I knew he would—He's gone to Fanny 

Grey’s!" 41 
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let us seek the moonlit dell, Softly stepping, softly stepping, Not a breath must break the spell That 
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Yet still afar are stealing • 


2d Verse. 

See! see, they come—the elfin train, 
Tripping lightly—tripping lightly, 

On the soft and velvet green. 

While stars are shining brightly; 
Not a sound must now betray 
That mortals near them hover, 

A breath would fright the elves away, 
If they our forms discover. 

Then let us seek, &c. 


Sweet strains from every mossy bed, 
Their hiding-place revealing; 

Then let us quit the lonely dell, 

They are sleeping—they are sleeping, 
Morn hath broke the magic spell 
That all the earth was keeping. 
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COMPOSED EXPRESSLY FOR THIS WORK, 
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WRITTEN AND ADAPTED TO AN IRISH MEIODY, 
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2d Verse. “ Indeed then," says Kathleen, “ don’t /AinA o/"<Ae KAe, for / Aol / - gave a promise to 
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Young Rory O’Moore courted Kathleen O’Bawn, He was bold as a hawk, and she 
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Rory, Til cry if you don't let me go, Sure I dream every night that I'm hating you to “ Oh!" says Rory, “ that same Tm de- 



morning will give dirty night the black lie. And 'tie plazed that I am, and why not to be s ure/ Since 'Us all for good luck” says bold 



thrated my heart for tills many a day, And ’tis plazed that I am, and why not to be sure? For 'tis all for good luck,” says bold 
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3d ERSE. 

- Arrah Kathleen, my darlint you’ve teazed me enough, And he look’d in her eyes that were beaming with light. 

And I’ve thrash’d for your sake Dinny Grimes and Jim Duff, And he kiss d her sweet lips—don t you think he was n B ht 

And I’ve made myself drinking your health quite a baste, “Now Rory leave off, Sir—you 11 hug me no more, f 

So I think, after that, I may talk to the priest That s eight times to-day that you ve kiss d me before, 

Then Rory, the rogue, stole his arm round her neck, “ Then here goes another, says he, to make sure, 

So soft and so white, without freckle or speck, For there’s luck in odd numbers,” says Rory O’Moore. 

* Paddy * rr.ode of asking a girl to name the day. 
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2d Verse. 

She was our mother’s favourite child, 
Who loved her for her eyes of blue, 
And she is delicate and mild. 

She cannot do what I can do. 

She never met her father’s eyes, 
Although they were so like her own; 
In some far distant sea he lies, 

A father to his child unknown. 


3d Verse. 

The first time that she lisp’d his name, 

A little playful thing was she: 

How proud we were—yet that night came 
The tale how he had sunk at sea. 

My mother never raised her head; 

How strange, how white, how cold she grew! 
It was a broken heart they said — 

I wish our hearts were broken too. 

4th Verse. 

We have no home—we have no friends. 

They said our home no more was ours, 

Our cottage where the ash-tree bends, 

The garden we had fill’d with flowers. 


The sounding shells our father brought, 
That we might hear the sea at home; 

Our bees, that in the summer wrought 
The winter’s golden honeycomb. 

5th Verse. 

We wander’d forth mid wind and rain, 
No shelter from the open sky; 

I only wish to see again 
My mother’s grave, and rest, and die. 

Alas, it is a weary thing 
To sing our ballads o’er and o’er; 

The songs we used at home to sing — 
Alas! we have a home no more! 
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WRITTEN BY T. H. BAYLY, ESQ. 
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ad lib. 

gazing round the group, he cried, “ Do none re - member me 1 ” And gazing round the group, he cried, “ Do 
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2d Verse. 

The veteran forgot 
His friends were changed or gone, 
The manly forms around him there 
As children he had known. 

He pointed to the spot 
Where his dwelling used to be, 
Then told his name, and smiling said, 
“You now remember me.” 


3d Verse. 

Alas! none knew him there; 

He pointed to a stone 

On which the name he breathed was traced, 
A name to them unknown. 

And then the old man wept, 

“I am friendless now,” cried he, 

“Where I had many friends in youth, 

Sol one remembers me.” 
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COMPOSED BY STEPHEN GLOVER. 




























































































































































































































































































































